FIRECRACKER 
by Andrew “Change” Huang 


they dance; they flail their dazzling tails, 
flashing over cracked concrete sidewalks, 
as they inflame the gold-dressed lions. 
lurid smoke opens to a crowded scene— 
cymbals join in the celebration, cheering 
to scare the pantomime lions away. 


even gleeful shopkeepers from far away 
are kindling the cayenne coiling on tails— 
soft murmurs burst into crackling cheers, 
then leave white ashes on sidewalks 

and a smell of gunpowder at the scene. 


children will never forget this scene— 
brazen sparklers snap frantically in a way 
that even chattering on the sidewalks 
cannot disturb the fusing and fizzling tails. 


still, eager eyes trace along the fiery tails— 
how daylight traces away from this scene— 


until only pinwheels remain on sidewalks. 


evening sows red paper stubs on sidewalk, 
as sparks trail closer to the tip of the tail— 


as sparks trail closer to the tip of the tail. 


